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MADAM, 


S the following lines were wrote and preſented to you 

on New Year's Day, and met with your approbation, 

the Author, preſuming upon that, has ventured to make 
them public. 

Your own perſonal knowledge of the Poor Man, who 1s 
the Hero of the Piece, will induce you to treat it at leaſt as 
you would do an obſcure painting; place it in a good light. 
In that caſe, the Painter ſees juſtice done him. The Poet 
only wiſhes for the ſame indulgence. Let not, then, the 
one have reaſon to triumph over the other ; but by allow- 
ing each their reſpective rights, 


Much oblige, 


The AUTHOR, 
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O Britain's coaſt, where northern blaſts prevail, 


And o' er the ſea the wave-worn veſſels ſail, 


1 
"24 


High on the beach, a country church appears, 
Rever'd for Gon, and much rever'd for years: | 
Ancient it 1s, as Saxon chizzel ſhews ; 

For o'er the doors remain the zigzag rows 
Of Runic date. Hard by the Rector lives, 
Thankful for all his bounteous Maker gives; | - 
Thoughtful for nought, while church-men mitres ſeek, 


Byt how to pleaſe his pariſh once a weck. | 1 
His friendly ſteeple, to the ſailor's heart, 
Gives greater joy than piles of Poric art 


061 
At fight of it, the veſſels gliding by 
Holt ev'ry fail, and every effort try 
To gain the HarBour®, where the Sailors find 
Their money welcome, and their ſweethearts kind. 

Thou, modeft pile, receiv'ſt the parting 5 wa 
Of thoſe who trade to Holland or xo France; 
Some take their leave, ne'er more to come again, 
Devoted victims of th' inclement 8 
Some, ſtript of all, and only with their lives, 
Return to thee, their children and their wives. 
Yet THov ſtand'ſt ſafe, whatever ſtorms betide, 
At once the landmen and the ſeamen's guide. 

The Church and Rector's houſe at firſt are ſeen, 
But why, alas! forget the chearful Green? 
The Green, where many ſportive gambols chear 
The drooping Autumn and reviving year. 
There ſtands the Cottage, where poor G1Lzs preſides, 
The aged watcher of the cbbing tides : 
He, ſolitary thing! ſeeks on the beach, a 
What ſome in ſmoother ways attempt to reach SY. 
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And ſome in rugged paths, as well as he, 


Vainly ſearch on to all eternity. 

Why dives the Indian headlong thro' the deep ? 
Why roves the Arab o'er the pathleſs ſteep ? 
What gains the ear of Stateſmen and of Kings ? 
And bids the Miſer ſhun all meaner things ? 
But thou, almighty GoLD, whoſe matchleſs wiles 
Allure us all, as well as FARTHING GILEs®. 

For THov, at ſun-rife, call'ſt him to the ſtrand, 
Een now, in fancy, graſping in his hand 
Some precious caſket, which a cruel wave 
Doom'd, with its maſter, to a wat'ry grave: 
Or when the ſun- beam on ſome pebble ſhines, 
The glitt'ring ſpark muſt come from foreign mines; 
And, as he haſtes to ſeize his darling prize, 
Oft lifts his palſy'd hand to clear his eyes. 
Soon does he ſnatch it from its gray'lly bed, 
Then finds the cheat, and penſive hangs his head. 


* A poor old man, who lives at Seaham, near Sunderland. He has rendered 


himſelf remarkable by a large collection of Farthings, and is generally to be ſeen 
upon the Sands, 


* 
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All is not gold that gliſters, GIL Es is ſure, 
Nor they moſt happy, who no toils endure; 
The ſtate that ſhines in eaſe, and looks ſo bright, 
Yields, like the-pebble; but a borrow'd light. 
Hardſhips and dangers give to life a zeſt, 
Break the dull circle form'd by conſtant reſt. 
G1LEs ſtops not here, but thinks, tho' this was ſtone; 
The next may prove an Indian Monarch's zone, 
Beſet with rabies ; ſuch as Cortes wore, 
The ſpoil of princes, on the Mexic ſhore. 
For this, behold him clamber o'er the rock, 
And graſp a rag—a ſhipwreck'd ſailor's ſtock. 


No ſooner one dear flatt'ring hope is paſt, 


Than comes another ſtronger than the laſt. 

So does one wave another's place ſupply, 

And youth gain vigour, while the aged die. 

© GiLzs has his feelings, tho' a hardy man, 

| And now, benumb'd with cold, returns to FAN, 
An aged helpmate, bending o'er the fire, 
Who helps to build his airy caſtles higher. 
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With toil worn out, and ſpirits now. grown faint, 
He lowly ſays, © Twould ſurely vex a ſaint, 
That I'm grown old, and can no jewel catch,” 
* Remember, GIL ES, our Neighbour found a watch*; _ 
Still, ſtill proceed, ſtill early leave thy cot; 
The cloth about thy head I'll kindly knor, 
Which from thy breaſt may baniſh all thy fears 
Of chilling blaſts, and warm thy aged ears; 
And, after all, if Fortune ſtill denies 
To let us riſe, as other mortals riſe, 
(For all her favors court, as well as we, 
By toils on land, or harder tails by ſea), 
We'll to the Bag f, which thou holdſt wond'rous faſt, 
And claim its kind aſſiſtance at the laſt.” 
Enough, cry'd Giles, I'll ill my courſe purſue, 
And what I find Il freely bring to you; 
If jewels fail me, ſure I am of wood 
To warm the hearth, and dreſs our daily food. 


B 
* A mag at Rychope, ſome years ago, had the good fortune to find a gold watch. 


T The BAG of Faaruimds. 
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Wrecks of huge fize oft float within my view, 
But theſe are Milbank's, or the Biſhop's due. 
Ne'er will I wrong: the Biſhop ar the Squire; 


. Juſtice be mine, and all my thoughts inſpire! 
As to the RecTop, if he minds the poor, 
Ne'er {hall the wonted Yule-clag* miſs his door ; 
J, with my faithful PrINcy by my fide, 
Will ſave this yearly tribute from the tide. 

I'll to the Cag, I found the other day, 
As o'er the Sands I bent my weary way, 
Haſte, then, with me, our daily courſe is run, 
To drink the RecToR's health, and new born ſon; 
And, after that, we'll venture on another, 
To wiſh a good recov'ry to the MOTHER. 
Long may chey live, in lengthen'd bliſs, to ſhare 
The heart- felt 8 of a SON and HEIR. | 


* Every Chriſtmas Eve Guts lays two clogs at the RecTtor's door, 
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* breaſts, that yet retain a kindly glow, 
While now the ice forbids the ſtream to flow, 
Forbids the Hind to till the frozen ground, 


And deals its hoary favours all around, 

Diſpenſe your goodneſs o'er the poor man's head, 
And warm the heart, where warmth is almoſt fled, 
Ye SoNs of SYMPATHY draw near, and lend 

Relief to hunger, and the poor befriend. 

Look to the garret, where yon aged pair, 

T ake to their bed, a httle warmth to ſhare; 
The laſt reſource, when nothing now remains, 
Have this poor bed, of all their honeſt gains. 
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Raiſe, Pity, raiſe, if Pity is not fled, 
This ſtarving couple, from their frozen bed. 
Look to the Cottage! where the children cry 
In vain for bread, before a mother's eye; 


She, fainting too, can only give a tear, 


Then prays for death, the only comfort near. 
Two little boys ſtand etubabling by the door, 
But, oh! ſuch meat, as well beſpeaks them poor ; 
Grains 1s the morſel*, which they find at laſt, 
Snatch'd from a Dray-Cart, as it rumbl'd paſt. 


Then, Pity give, if Pity ever deigns, 
Food to theſe infants, any food but grains, 


Such are the ills the preſent ſeaſon brings, 
Such are the truths, my Muſe with ſorrow ſings. 
But now kind BouNnTy proves the poor man's friend, 
Inſpires a few, ſome timely aid to ſend. 
Yet SOME there are whom we ſhall never ſee 
Do one kind, friendly act without a—FEE. 


A circumſtance which really happened, 


F213: 


But how can they beſtow what ne'er was giv'n? 


A hard or melting heart's the gift of Heav'n. 
Turn, then, my Muſe, from ſuch a harden'd crew, 
And pay the debt to god-like BounTyY due. 

Ten thouſand bleſſings wait the gen'rous hand, 
That firſt led on the noble-minded BAND 


To deeds of bounty, greater far than war, 
To deeds, that claim a grand triumphal car, 
Unſtain'd with blood, ynſully'd with a tear, - 


Not ſuch as crown'd a cruel CæsAR's ſpear ; 


But purer, brighter, emblem of the good, 
Which clothes the naked, gives the hungry food. 


'Tis BounTY only knows the art to ſave, 


Whilſt War ſends thouſands to the yawning grave, 
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